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istic activities to concentrate on the novel, and his second book
was the first of his several "self-help" manuals, Journalism for
Women, published by Lane about the same time as A Man from the
North. He reflected wryly on the different receptions of the two
books, the novel, "a serious and laborious work," waiting nearly
two years for publication, while this piece of hack work, "thrown
off in about eight weeks, is to be printed and published in less
than a month," with a royalty of fifteen per cent.

During 1897 he made the acquaintance of Mr. Eden Phillpotts,
the first and one of the closest of his literary friendships. His
friend's example awakened him to the possibility of writing
popular fiction to pay the way of more serious work, and in the
autumn of 1898, he " decided very seriously to take up fiction for
a livelihood."

"To write popular fiction is offensive to me, but it is far
more agreeable than being tied daily to an office and editing
a lady's paper; and perhaps it is less ignoble and less of a strain
on the conscience. To edit a lady's paper, even a relatively
advanced one, is to foster conventionality and hinder progress
regularly once a week. Moreover I think that fiction will pay
better, and in order to be happy I must have a fair supply of
money."

He "put aside indefinitely" his serious novel, and decided to give
a full year's trial "to writing the sort of fiction that sells itself."
He decided to follow Mr. Phillpotts's suggestion that he should
write a short story every month, and he was impressed on finding
that Mr. Phillpotts could write a serial of seventy-thousand
words in a month. Following his resolution, he recorded that
during the last quarter of 1898 he " produced about twice as much
work as in any previous similar period," including "two thirds
of a serial story, four or five short stories, a lot of reviews for the
Academy, and all my usual stuff for Woman and Hearth and Home."
He finished his first sensational serial, lor Love and Life, in
three months, and decided that, having "got fairly into" the
business, he "could comfortably write 2,500 words in half a day."
Tillotsons' Syndicate offered him sixty pounds for it, which was
the price he had himself expected, but he asked eighty, and